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that justified any man getting angry with her now and
then. He worked hard, but he did not succeed in con-
vincing himself. He put away My Singing Years and
turned the wireless on again. At half-past ten, George
came in, got a grunt or two from his father (who was.
in truth, afraid of talking), retired to the kitchen in
search of food and then went to bed. At eleven, Mrs.
Smeeth returned.

4'Have you had anything to eat?" she asked. Some-
times he had a little snack just before going to bed.

He shook his head.

"Can I get you something?" she inquired politely.

He knew now that he was in for a serious quarrel.
Mrs. Smeeth easily lost her temper and squabbled, but
she recovered it with equal swiftness and ease. If she
had marched in and called him a few names and looked
as if she was about to throw something at him, he would
have known that the whole thing could have been settled
before they went to sleep. But when Mrs. Smeeth was
quietly polite to him, it meant that for once she had
really hardened her heart. She would now7 turn herself
into a very efficient housewife. Nothing would be
allowed to go wrong; every meal would be on the table
at the proper time and every dish done to a turn; he
would not be given the slightest chance to grumble. But
as a wife, a real wife, she would cease to exist. Not a
smile, not a friendly glance, would come his way; and
they would be estranged for days, perhaps weeks.

"No, thanks. I don't want anything. Don't feel like
it." Which was true enough; but he hoped it would
suggest that he was not very well She remained quite
stony, however.

"Both the children in?" she asked.